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in prison. But in my case it might be something very different.
1 figured out the course Marius was following. In a large sweep he
was getting nearer the demarcation line. Towards six o'clock we
turned off the route nationale and were on a by-pass. It was deserted
until we passed a German car by the side of the road with the driver
working on the engine; he looked up and watched us placidly.
Then the road was empty again. Further on two German cyclists
came towards us. They passed us and then the cars, with the trailer
bobbing up and down, turned on to a cart track.
"We're getting to the critical stage," the platinum blonde said.
The man who liked Laval was sweating profusely and looked
frightened, Then we got to a lone farmstead and the cars stopped.
The farmer and his daughter came up and the girl said that two
soldiers were working on the telephone wires not far away. Marius
told her to go arid watch them and report when they went. There
was authority in his voice. I hadn't suspected him of it. The girl
took a bicycle and made oflT. Marius told us we could get out and
stretch our legs. Both cars gave up their load of passengers. We
were thirteen, including the two boys who travelled on the laps of
their mothers in the second car.
There was perfect peace around us. The sun was going but its
warmth was on the calm fields and the trees were blue and the sky
was a lighter blue and it all belonged to tranquillity.
"1 wisli to God we could stay here for ever," Nona said. I wished
it, too. The girl was back and the peace bubble burst. She said
the Germans had gone.
"En voitwc" Marius commanded. He was without a doubt a
captain of men. We got into the car and moved off. The track was
bad and die car jumped and lurched. The admirer of Laval was in
agony. The car took sharp turnings, and because there was plenty of
bush about, you didn't know till the last second what awaited you
round the bend. On a tree there hung a wooden board. Ligne de
Demarcation, Marius was driving slowly, looking back to see if the
second car was following. The track straightened with bushes and
trees on both sides. We drove through an empty water-bed and
we jumped to the ceiling.
"Here it comes," Marius said.
Ahead of us a strip of asphalt was visible. The car took a sharp
bend: it took it very slowly. There was more of the asphalt and
when we got on to it, we were on the main road between the two
frontier-posts, and because of the curve of the road we saw neither
of them* Marius accelerated and then, with much oncoming wind,
the road was a straight line and the French post with the three-